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"he brought me poetry" 


Author's Notes: 
This is a WIP which I'm not sure may ever see conclusion, but | thought I'd share what | have so far. 
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"Its like a basic premise for friendship is that you accept the threat that everybody else poses to you." 
- Glenn Frey, 1915 


One could easily make the mistake of thinking Don Henley a taciturn sort of man, his raspy voice with that 
Cass County drawl like the aftertaste of potent mescal, an affectation he was sworn not to lose; he was 
perversely proud to be a Texan, even as it was synonymous with hick, he resided in the realm of refugees: 
geographical, spiritual, political, and emotional. He had the look of an existential cowboy: squinting at your query 
in blazing sunlight upon some empty mesa as the wind lassoed dust devils and tumbleweeds, but all his 
responses were hyperarticulate, eager to disprove any and all assumptions prompted by that twang like the 
slightest hint of pedal steel, lonely as teardrops, the sound of heartache and hangovers. His voice equal parts 
gravel and honey but then.he would sing. And the voice was remade as velvet, smooth and lush and decadently 


beautiful. 


It was like finding flowers in Hell, for those in the inner circles in which his colleagues, bandmembers and 
friends spent their time, those glittering circles of Hell, they knew he was a devil of wit and self-awareness, 


even as whatever it was which made him charming and charmed was eroding faster than a sandcastle at high 


tide. 


But this is not that story, not entirely. It's a love story of fallen angels and the masks they wore to disguise 


their monstrous avarice..but not from each other. 


Twin sons of Tinseltown, but only in attitude. Their roots had grown together and when they tried to pull apart, 
to move into their own spots to seek the sun, there was anguish and anger and regret, because they truly 
had merged, were reflecting the other's strengths and at that point, in the distance where it all solidified, it 
was enduring as bedrock It wavered like a heat mirage but when you got close enough to view it, it was all 
about subtle gestures and interwoven mindsets. Like harmony, their harmony, the way in which their voices 
called to one another, and still do. Everything else was less than the dream, and the dream held them in its 
glittering teeth, held them through long secretive nights and days which pained them to endure. 


That is closer to the story, perhaps. 


It was said they were abusive and dismissive and overbearing but the truth was somewhat more complicated. 
Even as they understood the needs of others - and understood women more than it showed - they truly 
didn't care to understand anything better than themselves, until that understanding was worn away, revealing a 
dull patina underneath. 


Like any relationship, the little things came between them. 
And then one other thing. 


But that is not this story. This story begins with a journey..and as the Bard once wrote: Journeys end in lovers 


meeting, every wise man's son doth know. 


The sun was very mild that day, as Spring was just a tentative idea in the mind of the city, and Glenn let it lie 
upon his face as he sat by the window, his soles reverberating with the sound of Jackson pounding out 
another passage to a song. Don was asleep upon the lumpy sofa in a ridiculous cardigan he'd pinched from J.D's 
latest girlfriend, claiming he looked better in it than she did. He curled like a cat, he could sleep almost 
anywhere, his face framed by half a halo of tight curls. Glenn closed his eyes, the light making everything hot 


red behind his eyelids. He tried to untangle the lines of sound washing up against his eardrums: the cars, the 


birds, a plane plummeting down to LAX, Jackson's piano, an argument in Spanish down the street, and then the 


toiling of a bell from a nearby church. Those deep-set hang-dog eyes sprung open once more. 


‘C'mon, Texas," he called out, bracing a foot against the sofa and giving it a shake. "We gotta go wake up Henry 
and Gary before the traffic gets nasty." 


"How many times have | said not to call me that?" Don rasped, turning over onto his back 
"Probably three hundred," Glenn replied good-naturedly. He opened the fridge and took a sniff of the carton of 
milk within, then shook it. "Alright, who keeps drinking all my milk? How can a man have his Rice Krispies if 


there's no goddamn milk?" 


"Why don't you eat Corn Flakes like a real man," Don cracked, now upright and attempting to negotiate his hair 
as he looked for his shoes. "What d'ya do with my shoes, Frey?" 


"I ate ‘em ‘cause there's no goddamn milk for my Rice Krispies!" 
"Son, don't make me hurt you, gimme my shoes!" 
"You couldn't beat an egg in a tornado." 


"My 82-year-old Maw-Maw could whup your ass blindfolded, you shaggy idjit, now make yourself useful and 


Glenn pulled Don's boots out from under the chair he'd been sitting in. Don chuckled. 
“Egg in a tornado, where, pray tell, did you pluck that nugget of metaphor from?" 

Glenn puffed himself up with mock indignation. "My sainted mother, as a matter of fact." 
"However did she explain you to the neighbors." 

"The stork left me." 

"More like a vulture." 

"| tasted bad." 

"Rice Krispies with no goddamn milk" 


They were paralytic with laughter for a minute or two. Somehow they always knew the logic of their internal 


comedic meanderings. 


"Well now boys," their sloe-eyed sweetheart of the rodeo intoned, "so what's doing? Set ‘em up, Billy," Linda 
gestured to the bartender, and he poured a shot of Cuervo for each of them. 


"Here's to it, sweetness," Don toasted. They all licked salt from their wrists and swallowed tequila in unison, 
slamming their glasses on the bar, letting out a Whoooo! Linda's eyes were wide as she sucked her wedge of 
lime. 

"We're going out to shoot the cover," Glenn explained. 

"What, tonight?" 

"No, not in the dark," Don replied. "Just.gonna drive out there." 

"Out where?" 

"A vision quest," Glenn explained, waving his hands. "Gary wants it to be mythical’ 

Linda tilted her head. "You mean go out in the desert and fast, or whatever? Like that?" 


Don gave a shrug. "Uh, kinda. Peyote will be involved" 


Her expression turned cautious. "Y'all better take plenty of water, you hear? The desert doesn't care what 


you're doing, it'll fry you just as fast any old way." 
"Yeah, but it's March," Glenn countered. "It's still Winter." 
She shook her head. "Y'all are crazy, | just hope nobody falls off a rock or nothin" 


"lm worried about Bernie," Don said, picking up his beer from the bar, but looked as though he'd changed his 


mind about drinking it. "Thinks he's gonna find Gram wandering around out there or somethin" 


"Did he go out there again?" Linda asked, twining a dark curl around an beringed index finger. "I thought he was 


in Topanga" 
"Who knows what the dude is doing, other than badmouthing us," Glenn griped. 


LInda's eyes went wide again, and she looked from side-to-side. "Don't start, Glenn," she said quietly, placing a 


hand on his arm. "Monday's always a mellow night." 


The three of them looked around at the denizens of the Troubadour. 


"Goddamn it's only eleven," he exclaimed, looking at his watch. "Why are we waiting till closing time?" 
"You gonna tell me you wanna walk around in the desert at 3am?" Don asked him. 


"Y'all are crazy!" Linda reiterated. 


Don tapped his hand on the bar just as yet another canyon cowboy was taking the stage for Hoot Night. "Billy, 


we need coffee. Lots and lots of coffee." 


so long and dark and real 


There is a photograph, taken in 714 in Bernie Leadon's backyard, wherein the boys are clustered together for 
the fixed eye of Henry's camera, and he calls out for one shot in which everyone smiles. The principles are still 
mulling this over even as the other three oblige as best they can Frey decides he will not smile. 

"Fuck no | ain't smilin," he calls out. "I ain't yer girlfriend, Henry!" 

"You're America's sweetheart!" Henry retorts. 


Henley smirks. "Sheeeyit," he drawls. "Glenn is a good-time boy, everybody wants him." 


As this last emerges with that twang ladled on thick as country gravy on biscuits, Frey cracks up, head 
thrown back in hilarity as Henley's smirk deepens in its mischievous agenda, and Henry gets the shot. 


In that moment he certainly looks pretty enough to be somebody's sweetheart. But the two of them, even in a 


grouping, are together in a way in which the group entire is not. 


And this is that story, always. 


if only | could stop my mind 


In those days when he saw the sun only when he wanted to see it, Don constructed analogies to comfort 
himself that this failure to sustain success was surely built into the process of striving to attain it. Rise and 
fall, up and down, comedy and tragedy. 


He sometimes thought he and Glenn were like the leads of Easy Rider and he was brooding Byronic antihero 
Wyatt - also known as Captain America - as Peter Fonda exemplified the handsome laconic new generation of 
movie stars, and Glenn was Dennis Hopper's hyper-manic stoned clowning Billy, who never seems to grasp the 
greater implications of his own actions. Not that he believed Glenn was stupid, far from it. But the other 
seemed to skip along the edge of fate, believing he would never fall. 


He thinks about Billy's line - "But thats what it's all about, man, | mean, like, you know, you go for the big 
money, man, and then you're free. Ya dig?" And Wyatt's echoing response: "We blew it” 


"We were never free," Don muttered to himself, sipping coffee liberally spiked with brandy, at two o'clock in 


the afternoon. "We'll probably never even know what that means." 


But he liked to recall those moments which possessed - at the very least - breathing room for whatever 
they might have had, whatever they might have been, when they showed each other the best of themselves, 
given freely without paranoia or suspicion, just for the sheer pleasure of doing it. He ached to remember, 
wanted to wall it up behind whatever substance could numb him sufficiently, but drunk, stoned, or sober, it 


was all he could think about. 


"We blew it," he whispered, looking up at a sky enduringly blue beyond his luxurious exile, marred by nothing, 
not even a cloud, only the spotlight of the sun sentencing him in his wretched mood to a lifetime of continuing 


regret. 


empty pages and a frozen pen 


Sometimes a song was born when they sat face-to-face, marine blue and frost blue flashes in their mutual 
gaze, working out line by line, note for note, the structure and the shape but always the spark - the place 
where the inspiration brought them together like gravity, like the magnetism of strong desire. 


Sometimes a song was born when they were in different rooms - the phone ringing and the television blaring - 
Don felt he needed some distance from Glenn's fire, his intensity, the sheer insistence that his collaborator be 
brilliant all the time. Sometimes it was too much, like bedding a woman who knows your game, expecting all 
your best seduction as you moved on her. The legal pad and the pen and the melody circling out, slowly 
unlocking the tumblers of his brain, the words forming just beyond the reach of his recognition until they 


emerged between the spaces in his humming. 

"Drive the key, goddamn it!" Glenn yelled, and Don was startled, dropping his pen. 

"A little less commentary from the Peanut Gallery please," he called out. 

"Man, we are getting our asses handed to us by Milwaukee, these are dire times brother!" 

Don shook his head and smiled. Sometimes Glenn's attitude reminded him of Home, of all the men who lived and 
died by the other state religion: high school football. He understood the drive to win, but his passion was 
localized to his own accomplishments, whereas Glenn took every loss of his favorite teams to heart. He closed 
his eyes and hummed again, waiting for the thread to resurface from the bottomless well. Thinking of the girl 
at Tana's the other night, the one he led into the bathroom and simply fucked her, just to see if he could. But 
the instincts of his upbringing led him back to a cold clear moralizing, the shame he pricked himself with like a 
darning needle. 

any kind of love without passion 

But the heat called to him from the other room, and as some commercial for coffee played, he entered the 
lounge beyond the kitchen and slid onto the sofa next to his partner - there were so many components to 
their relationship it was difficult to limit it to one term. 


"Hoss, how much you got ridin’ on this game?" Don asked. 


"Not nearly enough to hurt, I'll tell ya that much. Make it back in poker later." Glenn took a swig of Bud and 


smirked. 
"That's the spirit, my boy. But what you say we make this even more interesting?" 


“Texas, it's a massacre - what the hell can be made interesting of that?" 


"You don't wanna wager? You afraid of what you might owe?" 

Don grinned, the evil grin which told Glenn it was going to be an interesting night. 

"You finish that song?" 

"Just about. But it's the mplications of it that | don't wanna finish." 

"l ain't afraid, boy," Glenn said, in one of his comedic voices, "| done stood up to worse n'you, | reckon" 


Don fell over laughing, and Glenn leaned in, the heat a sudden presence like when the Santa Anas were blowing 


and you stepped outside, a shock that such a strong wind was warm and not cold. 

if you don't lke if, you can say that you tried 

Another commercial.a kiss, a soft implosion of distance. The lights were out in the room save the television 
and it was helpful, imagining it wasn't their daylight selves, but those demons who climbed out of the dark 
crevasses and capered about, revelling in decadence, a moment of powerful temptation 

something makes me want to take you down 

The game ended in defeat for the home team, but Don and Glenn were wrestling in the dark with their darker 
selves, their mirror selves, the lovers of that occluded occultation of their own power to create not only 
music which reflected their lives, but the life itself - rules broken simply because they could, rules obeyed 
when they demanded. 

"What was the bet anyway?" Glenn gasped, allowing questing hands to delve into his jeans. 


"How long | could hold out - you won, but | don't wanna hear no crowin" 


A deep dark laugh, smothered by a hungry mouth. 


go ahead and live all your fantasies 


"You don't look like them," Don said to Glenn one night, post-performance. He was commenting on Glenn's oft- 
spoken sentiment that the popularity of the band had something to do with their populist appearance: five guys 
in t-shirts and jeans, egalitarian at least in the effort they took to be presentable. 

"Them who?" the other replied, lighting a cigarette. "Hey, someone said they were bringing me a beer!" 

"They lied," Bernie replied, just to rile Glenn. The two ignored him. 

Don looked into the mirror, addressing his answer to the person he saw. "Any of them, all of them." 


Glenn didn't meet his gaze but his lips curved in a smirk. 


"I can't go out tonight," he said, affecting a high girlish voice. "| have to wash my hair." He flipped his long lush 


hair in conversational emphasis. 
"Awww honey, it's the Harvest Hoedown, you promised!" Don pleaded, going along with the joke. 
"You have designs on me, Donald, | just know it." 


They cracked up, even as Bernie - imagining he was the tangential target - rolled his eyes at their foolishness 
and wandered away. 


"Why doesn't someone make themselves useful and bring me a goddamn beer?!" 

"| got a better idea," Randy croaked from the other room, "get your own goddamn beer!" 

"Don't strain your voice again Golden Throat," Don responded, but with a clear warning implicit. 

Let's go, man," Glenn said quietly, "before | punch somebody." 

The energy between them when they finished a gig - it was heady and high, but also thick and dark. It coiled 
and it stretched, it circled and entwined, a steady current of expectation - whatever the night might bring. But 
the nights were expected to be wild because there was no other way to subdue it - energy can never be 


destroyed, it can only be transformed. 


"Who do | look like then?" Glenn asked as they exited the venue, allowing the security phalanx assigned to them 


to clear the way of superfluous people. 


"Someone | can't stop looking at," Don murmured, but refrained from looking Glenn in the eye, wondering if they 


would be able to stop themselves from referencing this conversational thread in the limo ride back to the 


hotel; choosing instead to yammer on about football, or women, or music..when their mutual obsession 
referenced all these things, and none of them. If they could stop themselves from reveling in what he saw as 
their mutual damnation 

It was all about what they could do: to each other, to the audience, to those finding themselves in the margins 


of their combined enchantment. Without exactly meaning to, they had created a barrier between themselves 


and everyone else - a thicket of vainglorious thorns. 


"| need some tea.something," Don said, frowning and squinting at the people on the other side of the glass. The 
first takes had been disastrous, and he now thought he needed something in addition to warming his voice the 
old-fashioned way. 


"Hot water, honey, lemon, shot of Jack - seriously," Bill counseled. "Haven't you ever tried that, you know, 
before a gig?" 


Don shrugged. "No, my mother always fixed me tea when | was sick, chamomile tea." He shuddered at the 


memory of the taste. "But it worked, | guess." 


Bill snapped his fingers at his assistant, "Go on, fix it up." His charge immediately made haste for the studio 
kitchen. 


"Im overthinking this," Don mumbled, not realizing the talkback was still on 
"Yeah ya are," Glenn agreed, and Don locked up, suddenly embarrassed 
"What is taking that boy so long?" 

"Ever heard the saying a watched pot never boils?" Bill asked with a grin 


"Hey," Glenn piped up, looking at Don, "what was that thing you were telling me about, how you never really 
know how an experiment is gonna go, or something?" 


'Schrédinger's cat," Don replied "Its a paradox." 

"Does that beat a pair of Jacks?" Glenn shot back instantly. 

"| got three of a kind!" Bill enthused 

"Man, don't be askin’ me stuff you don't actually wanna know!" 


"C'mon man, just pretend you're washing the dishes and singing Diana Ross," Glenn said with a grin and Bill bust 


out laughing as Don grimaced. 

"What the fuck are you talkin’ about?" 

| heard you, the other day. It was great - don't get mad. You can do this, baby." 

"What song was it?" Bill asked. 

"Touch Me In The Morning." 

‘Oh thats a good one, yeah." 

"Now | can manage Reverend Al a bit, but that's as high as | go," Don attempted to demur. 
| heard what | heard, boy, don't be tryin’ to tell me no different.” 


Finally the assistant returned with the remedy and Don sipped it, grateful to have something to do other than 


endure Glenn's flirtatious attempts to motivate his performance. 


“Turn down the lights," he commanded after drinking enough to relieve the tightness in his throat. "I don't 


wanna look at you assholes." 


He closed his eyes during the next take, concentrating on the fantasies which had led him to write the lyric, 
but when he opened his eyes during the first chorus he saw Glenn had stood up and moved to the corner 
where one could squeeze between the console and the wall, right up against the glass watching him, with a look 
Don had only beheld when they were all alone..and also in the dark, but it was the same wide-eyed wonder at 
what his collaborator could do. 


When he attempted the high note in the ride-out, he was thinking about what he could do, and what could be 
done to him. It emerged much like the ecstasy which had been wrung out of him in a series of long wild nights. 
And he was rewarded with the biggest and brightest of smiles. 


"Perfection!" Glenn declared. And what could be interpreted as merely sheer joy at his performance Don knew 


was closer to an admission of love. 


frostbite and sunstroke 


J.D. wasn't afraid to put himself out there for a woman - any woman - he thought he might be able to 
charm. Don and Glenn were enthralled by his tales: comedic, dramatic, tragic. It was a fine art, seduction, and 


certainly one which required effort and skill. 


‘Its too easy now," Glenn opined from their front-side table at Dan Tana's. A pile of pasta and numerous 
bottles of wine, wreathed in smoke both legal and illicit, ducking out to the bathroom for a toot when required. 
"Why chase what lays down to die?" 


Don felt the cold fingers of something he couldn't entirely name. And didn't want to claim, but it was him, that 
devil smiling from the shadows. A type of death, that, certainly. A type of surrender. And who, indeed, should 
be worthy of the finer, higher feelings? The one who breathed the same air as he did, their affinity a state of 
mind, of time and of place, which no one else could possibly understand? 

"That's a bit melodramatic, King, wouldn't you say?" J.D. asked. 


"Is this all we ever talk about now?" Don mused, but mostly to himself. 


"Okay fine, Texas, what do you want to discuss, hmm? How is democracy doing in Spain anyway? Oh yeah, 


people are still being executed, so | guess -" 
"Oh fuck off, Glenn" But this was not a command issued in anger. 


They all grinned and their grins were like knives, sharp and glinting in the half-light. 


A sunset ritual.white wine and weed and that technicolor smog-laden light show. The Sun, gaudy showboating 
grandstander sinking into the sea. And they could see the Sea from where they sat upon their privileged perch. 
Two lines of blue, bifurcated by fire. 


"Man, you musta thought | was some kinda green child when we met," Don said one night, when substances 
loosened his tongue and his psyche and he was going in deep. Past, present, and the state of his mind.would he 
find anyone who understood him better than the man who sat next to him, making jokes about their 


bandmates and crew. Their secret language, their shared sustenance, the high they got from each other. 


"I know you thought | was just plain dumb, like, | didn’t know no book-learnin and such." Again, the comedic 


persona, and Don snickered 


"Street smart, smartass, it's all gravy." 


"No you're the gravy, I'm the oil" That was Glenn: always ready to compare himself to what he considered the 


pinnacle of technology..an automobile. 


"Man, when are we gonna go somewhere again? | look out there -" a hand flung out to the horizon, now 


dimming, night coming on like the devil's own shadow, "- and | get a yearnin’ to roam." 


"We could go down to Ensenada, spend a few days eating lobster, sleeping in a hammock on the beach, you 


know. That good grass they got down there -" 

"Let's go up in the mountains. Let's pretend it's Aspen again" 

"We hated it, though." 

"We didn't know what we had. But now we do." 

| never thought you were a hick, Texas. You were - you are - a poet-warrior." 

He said these things, sometimes, because Don was his muse as much as anything else: the city, the moment, 
the endless cast of characters supporting their surreal existence. He wanted to spur his partner on to finally 
fake if, to be the philosopher of the dark side that Glenn knew he could be. The way Don could express an idea, 
describe a person or a situation, it enthralled him. He would pick up a discarded draft of a lyric and think would 


you ever write about me? 


But there were parts of the lyrics which were just for them.meanings within meanings that no one else would 


ever know, ever interpret beyond that which lay upon the surface of the words. 

And there was a place no one else had ever shared with them, a place where they could be alone and pursue 
their passion for collaboration with no one else to witness or mediate or pontificate. They were in search of 
themselves, a path that only they could walk. But it was a place they were afraid to name aloud, as if To do so 
would destroy the mystery, the sanctity of the idea. 

Don sipped his wine then held the glass out. "What if this isn't all there is?" 

"This what?" 

"Where we are, what we're doing? What if there's something more we don't even know about?" 

"More success?" 


"Something beyond it, a place where you are so powerful you can't even imagine what it's like." 


"Well if you can't imagine it -" 


"Oh | can imagine a lot of things, you know." 
"You have proven that, boy, you certainly have." 


Their glasses met, and the rest of them followed soon after, once darkness had come and set the city ablaze, 
the glittering precipice all around their house on the hill like a net of stars. Stars in the sky, stars on the 
ground, and the molten gold of the sunset claimed by the deities of the night, the ones who had bequeathed 
them this relentless lust, this fierce longing for revelation, for debauchery, for domination - of their 


colleagues, of their audience. 


But most importantly, each other. 


‘| want you guys but you might not like the reason," Joni told Glenn when she phoned to invite them on one of 


her sessions. "| mean, | love your vocal blend, but that's not the whole reason" 

"Joni, it doesn't matter. You know we're here for you." 

Like Linda, Joni had been deemed one of the boys, she was a hard-ass roller who could drink any one of them 
under the table, and her tunings were a thing Glenn still had not managed to figure out. Nobody played like her, 
but as Don noted, no one could - you had to have Joni's painter brain to even think of the melodies she came 
up with. 

Sadly, the day they were due to go into A€M to record their part Don threw his back out and couldn't make 
it. Glenn called J.D. at the last minute and Joni was fine with the substitution after listening to them harmonize 


on "Corinna Corinna." Glenn returned home four hours later looking confused and bemused. 


"So what happened, hoss?" Don asked him from his nest of pillows, legal pads, coffee and cigarettes in the 


lounge, the TV turned down, displaying some B-movie intercut with used car commercials. 


"Oh man, talk about anticlimatic!" Glenn exclaimed, fetching a Bud out of the fridge. Don lit a joint and passed it 


to him once his roommate had claimed a section of the couch. "Whatcha writin?" 
"You first, c'mon, what happened?" 


"So J.D. and | roll in there, you know, and he's flirtin' with Joni, and Jaco - oh man, was that guy weird, | gotta 
tell ya. But Joni says he's a genius, so -" 


"Weirder than Joe?" 


"On a whole other planet of weirdness from Joe, totally." 


Don laughed. "Now that is weird." 

"That's what I'm sayin! So she's kinda eyein’ J.D. like, who is this clown? And you know, he's got those baby 
blues trained on her, bein’ all charming-like, and she has us sing something to check the levels. And then | say, 
‘So should we look over the lyrics you want us to sing?" and she says, ‘Oh it's only one phrase, but | want you 
to hold a long note, like you're a woodwind." 


Don's mouth dropped open. "What?!" 


"Yep. Not even, like, you know, oohs and ahhs behind her, but just one phrase at the end of each refrain. See, 


she wanted you and me because she likes our vocal blend, she likes how we sing ‘New Kid In Town." 

Don grinned. "Did she say that?" 

"Yeah. But then - get this - she says, ‘| know you boys have fucked nearly every girl at the Troub and Tana's 
combined, so you know, it amuses me to have you sing on this song thats about a guy who keeps a woman on 
the side - can't keep his dick in his pants And then she laughed like she does, you know. And J.D. cracks up 
because he figured she's not talking about him, but then she says, ‘Oh honey | bet you're twice as bad!" 

The two of them dissolved into guffaws at the thought of The Heartbreak Kid, as they called him, being 
brought low by the Queen, even though she was a queen fading in influence and relevance. To them she 
remained royalty. 

"We listened to the playback and you can't even tell it's us!" 


“Still, though, its a helluva thing. Joni thinks we're still good." 


"I asked her what she thought of the record and she said, ‘Oh | only know that one song, they keep playing it 
on the radio. | bet Irving creams his jeans every time they play you boys." 


They laughed again. "Lordy lord that woman is profane!" Don proclaimed. 
"And still sexy as hell, lemme tell ya" 

"So she thinks we can sing, but we're whores." 

"Yeah that's about the size of it” 


"Works for me,” Don said, and Glenn nodded in agreement. 


coming clean, playing dirty 


Pre-game (because every gig was a game, and they played to win), as they poured their voices into that 
vessel known as "Seven Bridges Road," it was a way to remind themselves that they knew what they were 


doing, and thus bask in the assurance of the thing. 


But Glenn and Don never really heard anyone else, only the way in which their voices met like lovers newly in 


the blaze of interest, continuously marveling at the fact of one another. 


Irving on the sidelines, usually reaming out a crew member or promoter, sometimes bobbing his head to a 
song, more mascot than manager sometimes. Their talisman of success, their watchdevil. All was well when he 
was there, because whatever was wrong, he was worrying it like a mongoose with a cobra - unwilling to let go 


until it was fully dead. 


Don and Glenn considered that Irving held the proper attitude regarding his clients: they were gods. They 
weren't Thoroughbreds or show dogs, they weren't guys who had just gotten lucky with a combination of skill, 
charisma and timing - they were living incarnations of myth and legend who had chosen this moment to 
emerge from the Infinite and reveal their glory. And if they did wrong, then they had a good reason for it. 
They rewarded his worship by making him one of the gang: anything on offer he was also offered, any 
mischief going on he was also in on. Irving was a rock star-by-proxy and they did not begrudge him this 
status. 


But not everyone was as easy to please..musicians being notoriously difficult creatures. 

Leadon, ever suspicious. 

‘Im tired of you two colluding all the goddamn time!" he snapped one night..or was it morning? Hours of groping 
drunken girls and reefer, a bathtub full of Coors and a bottle of absinthe, wherever the fuck it had come 
from. Or was it Chartreuse? So difficult to recall when the nights ran together like the continuous rolling 
landscape as seen from a plane or a bus or a limousine. 


"Someone's been watching the Senate hearings, | see," Glenn cracked. 


"This country is in the grip of righteous paranoia," Don noted. "However, your concern and your allusions are 


sadly misplaced." 
Meisner, acting like their dad. 


The oldest in the band, Randy was sometimes a scold or a nag and other times right there in the thick of 
things with teenage girls and vodka. They didn't begrudge his involvement, but were annoyed at his attitude. He 
was too sensitive, but that sensitivity made him a great singer, always a tear in his pristine voice, that 


vaguely mournful cosmic cowboy quality which they did love..even if they never admitted it. 


Another night when some petty argument erupted and the princes squared off in a hotel hallway - 
"You cheated, Glenn!" Don yelled. 
"And you're a fucking liar!" Glenn yelled back. 


- and Randy, bless his soul, believed that he needed to intervene for the good of the group, only to have them 


both turn on him with a combined chorus of "Mind your own fucking business!" 


But it had the intended effect: everyone began laughing at the ridiculous situation and their own foibles. And 
every night, when the tear in his voice made the crowd cheer, Don and Glenn would exchange a glance, a 


minute smile, to congratulate themselves for getting Randy onstage yet again. 


They would recall - high on peyote, just slightly dehydrated, tired and vulnerable - how Randy looked at them 
both, sunrise at their backs on top of that desert hill, and said, "You think I'm weak, and maybe | am. But 


you're only human" 
At the time, so wrapped up in the experience, they didn't assign any significance to it other than psychotropic 
confession. But over time their combined resentment could be ascribed to his seemingly psychic 


pronouncement. Either they became less human as success placed the golden laurel upon their heads, or 


everyone else was revealed as merely human, and not as deserving. 


They always won because they were perfect. And no one could take that away from them. 


"God, what if | can't do it anymore? What if there's one night where | open my mouth and it doesn't come 


out?" 
"Look man, we all get that thing -" 
"Speak for yourself!" 


"Fuck off, Glenn, l'm being serious. You have to just put that out of your mind - put it away somewhere and 


just do what you do. You're a great singer, you can't worry about that kind of shit" 


But no matter what Don ever offered in encouragement, it never seemed to matter. And Randy's lack of 


resolution began to gnaw at their own assurance. 


"We can't play with someone who's having a crisis of confidence," Glenn argued. 

Don frowned, Glenn was killing both his buzz and his peace of mind. They were naked in yet another hotel suite 
with a hearty helping of illicit substances and insidious lust, spent and satiated, but business was never too far 
from their door. 

"He's just upset that we didn't take a break, it's all mental." 

"No shit! But what you think is what you become, you know?" 

"So how long had you been pondering becoming an asshole? l'm just curious." 

A deep scowl, then he laughed in the way only his partner could make him laugh. 

"Let's not ruin the mood, hmm?" 

A crash sounded from down the hall. 


"Huh," Glenn said, sitting up and sounding half-curious at the source of the commotion 


"No," Don commanded, laying a hand on a nearby arm. "We disappeared and we're gonna stay gore. They find us 


we'll never get the chance again. Am | not good enough to spend time with anymore?" 
"Damn boy, ain't no need to fuss!" 
"Oh you think this is fussin? | ain't even begun to fuss!" 


Don took hold of the root of the problem and began to arouse it into a crisis. 


until this grand illusion brings us home 


There were songs, so many songs, which Don had written in the days of his exile, and they were always 


ascribed to this or that muse, but he thought it clear enough to whom they referred. 


Í was either standing in your shadow 
or blocking your light. 
Though | kept on trying | could not make it right. 


Not all of them reached public purview, of course. Some of them were too obvious. 


How many arrows must | shoot into the blue? 


Ah, you little maniac, lm crazy over you. 


And there was a certain chagrin in hearing that voice which had been his man, singing songs which were so 
beneath him, songs which also referenced that damned delirious union - 


/ was runnin’ around hidin’ my heart 


fakin’ it with all of my friends 


- as a code, beneath the words. Look, /m fine, | don't even need you. They each said it to the other on the 


airwaves. Words which could not be exchanged directly, or even through intermediaries. 


They ran parallel to each other for that time of separation, they each wrote songs about regret and the 
moon. They tried to stand apart even as their legacy played on, louder and longer than they ever could. Until it 


drown out whatever they were trying to express on their own. 


| know that | did you wrong 

| cant get it out of my mind 

| know that | said that Im sorry before 
but | beg you fo listen this time. 


And when they stood together once more, they could see that it would never be over. 


When someone breaks your heart - if you have broken theirs in turn - it is a wound difficult to heal. The 
trust which does not question or doubt or consider anything other than endless affinity, it will not come when 


called, whimpering and traumatized. It shivers and keeps its distance. 


"Dya ever, like, get tired of the sound of your own voice?" 

Four sets of blue eyes turned to regard the ersatz philosopher who himself possessed an almost cartoonish 
caricature of a voice: gravelly and comedic in inflection, an eternal jester even when serious matters were 
discussed. 


"How could you?" Glenn asked, looking confused. "It's your job, y'know? To talk and to sing." 


"| dunno," Joe replied, sighing and looking out the window. "Sometimes | just think, ‘Who is dis guy? Like, he's 


somebody | don't even know." 


"| get it," Felder said, and Don and Glenn exchanged an eyeroll. "You kinda get tired of that guy you have to be 
onstage every night, that's all” 


"This is a privilege," Don interjected, his chilly Calvinism at the ready. "To make a living at what we love." 


‘lm grateful, | mean, who'da thunk it, you know? | was just some kid and then Pete Townsend tells me I'm good. 


| still can't believe that shit, man" 


"lim not talkin’ ‘bout being resentful or ungrateful," Felder countered, his azure flashing a warning light of 


enmity, "just that most people are always the same people every minute of the day. We're not 

"We do the work, and the work is good, and people love it. | don't get what's so hard to understand," Glenn said. 
"Awww it's just my hangover talkin," Joe said, waving a hand. He lit a cigarette and tilted his head against the 
window, imagining he could feel the cold of the atmosphere beyond, floating upon the clouds, wishing for that 
specific oblivion - if only for a little while. 

"Just don't assume what | mean, is all," Felder said, after a few moments of silence. 


"Who's even talking to you?" Glenn shot back, paging through a copy of Playboy. 


Any notion of retort which his bandmate might have considered was shot down by a gaze as icy as the sky, 
courtesy of a despot's glare. 


Walsh, needing to be broken to the bridle. 


Joe had come to accept the state of being at odds with his nominal leader, affixed with the Gunfight at High 


Noon steely-blue stare, an expression brooking no protest from the hired help. 
"That act you do onstage, that's fine for your solo stuff, but the Eagles do not perform like that. None of us." 
Joe had begged Bowden for intercession, a plea couched in friendly terms. The other had laughed in his face. 


"There's high-strung, and then there's Don Henley. You have to let him be tense, my man, because eventually 


he'll forget all about you and wig out about something else. He finds things to worry about!" 

"What does he want, why does he want me anyway, if he doesn't want me?" 

"He wants your chops, Joe, you are a bad motherfucker, he wants that hard-rolling sound in his band. But 
yeah, it's his band - you might not ever be his friend but you're in his gang. And he's mighty peculiar ‘bout 
who he lets in” 

‘Im not nobody's lapdog, y'know? I've never been too good at that." 

‘Just stay out of his way, hang with everyone else, itll be fine." 

"Well that's easy enough, after a gig it's like those two disappear." 

"Yeah, Don's not much of a schmoozer, he prefers to be the life of his own party, whatever that might be." 


"I feel like | didn't join a group, y'know? More like two guys and then some other guys." 


"But you will get all the benefits of being in the biggest fuckin’ band in the world, my friend. Equal parts party 


and pussy and playing those songs..c'mon now, who is the one stressin’ out here?!" 


Joe laughed and drained his beer. "Okay dude, | getcha But ‘biggest band in the world, let's not get carried 
away now. The Stones, The Who, Zeppelin, man, those are the biggest bands in the world” 


Bowden leaned forward and favored his companion with a wink. "You know that, and | know that, but Don and 


Glenn, they don't know that. And none of us are going to tell them, okay?" 


Joe nodded solemnly. "I'm in enough trouble as it is!" 


the phenomenology of hotels 


It was only March of the Bicentennial, but everywhere they went there was so much red, white and blue 
bullshit that it was like a Fourth of July factory had exploded. Even in Miami, a place where normally bright 


gaudy colors found only in the palette of resort wear were utilized. 


This is when, and where, they planned to record their homage to wicked wisdom and to darkness, and the myth 
of Southern California.on the opposite coast. 


"It doesn't feel right," Don had groused, on the first late-morning drive to Criterion “The vibe is totally 
different here." 


"It doesn't matter what the vibe is outside, we'll never even see it," Glenn countered. "It only matters what do 
inside, in our little corner of the world" 


"Its Too humid here, my hair is a goddamn frizzy nightmare." 
"You have never been more beautiful," Glenn said, deadpan. 
‘Is gonna take more than pretty words to get me to go along with you, boy.’ 


"Don't it always?" Glenn asked rhetorically with a sigh. 


Some ideas jumped right into their laps... 


"The Amarillo Kid, as | live and breathe," Don announced, as J.D. made his usual effusive entrance into Dan 
Tana's. 


"Gentleman," he greeted the pair, taking a seat across from them and removing his aviator shades. 
"I'd be careful about using that word," Glenn teased. 
Ill have you know | am a perfect gentleman; Don declared, with mock affront. 


Glenn smirked and make a derisive sound. "Well | guess you are at that." He looked over at J.D. "Oh no, the Kid 
is flashing them baby blues at me -" 


"Frey, are you color-blind? My eyes are green 


"Naw they ain't!" 

"Yes they are," Don asserted. "Like the Devill" 

"Huh," Glenn said, shrugging and pouring himself more wine. 
"Why do you say that?" J.D. asked Don. 


"Because green is the color of envy, and ain't nobody more envious than the Devil," Don answered, inserting a 


bit of Southern testament into the reply. 


"Look man, we ain't been that intimate lately, ya dig? So don't expect me to remember what color your eyes 


are!" 

"And | miss those days so much" J.D. said, crocodile tears at the ready as the others snickered. 
"Aint | been good to you baby?" Don sang. “Ain't | treated you right?" 

"You a victim of love, son," JD. pointed at Glenn, "trail of heartbreak all over town" 

"Oh that's rich, coming from you!" 

"Hmm, that's an interesting phrase," Don mused, pausing to scribble it upon a bar napkin. 
"Everybody | know has blue eyes, that's why," Glenn said, snapping his fingers with sudden epiphany. 


"I think you mean everybody Ive fucked has blue eyes, that would be far more accurate," Don cracked, and the 


three of them laughed in cynical comical sympatico. 


The limo was late, but the groupies and hangers-on had been dismissed, and there was a fragile silence during 
the wait in the lobby, only the usual murmur of check-ins, check-outs, and travelers going to-and-fro. Kids 
running in circles upon a dirty hideously-patterned carpet, their harried parents attempting to collect them for 
whatever activity was scheduled. Business men immaculate in three-piece suits checking out the waitresses in 


the bar, the concierge eying the disheveled group on the couches with a moue of suspicion. 


Their personal luggage forming a perimeter, Randy was nearly horizontal, Felder looked vaguely green, Bernie 


had his back to all of them. Only Don and Glenn actually engaged with one another as they waited on their ride. 


"Do you ever think about people in hotels?" Glenn asked. 


"Sure. | wonder why the hell anyone would want to stay in these dumps," Don replied. 


"I think about who they are, why they're here. People who spend all their time traveling, like we do, does it 


ever get to them, having to be constantly on the move." 
‘It's easy to forget where you are." 


"What if you stayed like that?" Glenn pondered. "You wake up one morning and you have no fucking idea where 


you are, or how you got there, because you traveled so much that you just ~" 
"What, ended up nowhere?" 

"Kinda spooky, y'know?" 

"Huh," Don replied, rubbing his chin "And what if you could never get back?" 


They fell equally silent, pondering strange ideas. 


clocking in at Hades 


"Cameron! Buddy!" Glenn exclaimed, throwing his arms open to welcome their visitor, emerging from a vintage 


convertible. 

"Hey Glenn, you're looking good." 

"Did you get taller? | think you did. Henley, the Kid is here!" 

Cameron received the same greeting from the house's other occupant. "Did you get taller?" 
"That's what | said!" 

"How are you guys doing? How's the album going?" 

"Aww we ain't gotta talk shop just yet. How are you? You got a girlfriend yet?" 

"Who has time for a girlfriend? | spend all my time hanging out with bands!" 


Glenn clapped him on the shoulder as they entered the dining room, which was a disaster area of legal pads, 


pens, songbooks, and various other detritus collected through their months of residence. 


"Man you gotta find the time, it's important to have a relationship with someone, it teaches you how to be a 


better person" 


"Says the man who has yet to hold onto a girlfriend for more than a couple months,’ Don cracked, passing 


around cans of Coke. "| made some chili but it's not ready yet, it's still gotta simmer at least another hour.” 
‘Oh thats what | smell," Cameron said with a smile. "Can my mom have your recipe?" 


Glenn laughed. "Buddy, do you know how many people want Don's recipe? Its more closely-guarded than the 


Oscar winners!" 

"Price Waterhouse can kiss my Texan ass!" 

It's really good to see you guys again. I'm glad things are going so well. This house is amazing!" 
"The Eagles’ Nest, we call it," Glenn said proudly. 


"Yeah | figure if I'm gonna buy a house, then I'm gonna buy a house, you know?" Don proclaimed, with a smug 


grin. 


"You do look settled, like you know where you want to be." 

"We're here," Glenn said, extending his arms again. "Now we gotta figure out what the next thing is." 

And though Cameron was used to seeing that kind of assurance in the partnership sitting before him - as one 
of the people who could say he knew them when - he detected an aura of uncertainty, as if they were merely 


inhabiting this grand pile of bricks rather than living in it. 


"We've written our best songs together in houses, so that's where we needed to be. Together. In a house." Don 


chuckled, slightly chagrined at his obviously-stated response. 
"So what is the next thing then? The album?" 


"The album, like every album, is the ongoing story, but we have to make it the best it can be. That's the 


challenge right now. Every minute of the day, we're committed." 

"And we'll be committed if we don't finish the fucking thing!" 

When Don got up to check on the chili, Glenn leaned in and confessed in a hushed tone, "I tell you, Cam, that 
man is a genius. He's kinda ornery and a neat freak and he worries about every damn thing but his lyrics make 
me cry. He's been blessed." 


"You guys are a great team for sure." 


Later, when after midnight a glittery flock of people arrived with weed and wine and other delirious delights, 


their guest was walked out to his car by the aforementioned genius in an expansive mood. 
"Did | already say that was the best chili | ever ate?" 


‘Its my heritage, you know, but there are better cooks than me. Maybe not in LA. though. So you're coming 


back tomorrow?" 

"Yeah, say, around three?" 

"Yeah that's good. You make sure you write nice things about Glenn in this article, okay? He doesn't get enough 
credit for my liking. He's the one who guides everything, but he never talks up himself, it's always us And it is 
us, but -" He looked back at the open doorway and smiled. "It's just, well, if | didn't have him | don't know what 
| would do. Probably be a tyrant in some other band. At least with him l'm sharing the load. Because he's a 
happy kinda tyrant" 

"Maybe that's what | should call the article: The Cheerful Despots," Cameron suggested with a grin 


"We already thought of a title," Glenn called out from the doorway as a woman enveloped him in a grinning 


clinging embrace. "The Hardening of the Artistry.’ 


All the women became merely a woman, an archetype, a composite, a ghost. It didn't matter who they were 
because even if they appeared to be The One, inevitable disappointment was bound to follow. No woman could 
hold him, because perhaps he was the ghost. 


He was thinking it now as she - whoever she was - said, "I think you're really really lonely.” 


"Yeah?" He turned away from the dresser, rubbing his nose, having fortified himself with a wake-up call. 


"How's that?" 


"You're surrounded by all these people, but you seem like you just don't belong. Like you need someone to take 


care of you.” 


Don grinned, and he did not mean it to be kind. "Like you, you mean?” He came back to the bed and stroked her 
hair, then twisted a hank of it in his hand and pulled her head back, watching her swallow in sudden surprise. 


"You're hurting me,” she rasped, eyes going wide with panic. 


"Why, how can that be?" he continued, his accent becoming broader. "It didn't hurt you when | tied you up. It 
didn't hurt you when | fucked you in the ass. So now l'm hurting you? Really?" 


"Yes!" she squeaked, and Don could hear Glenn coming down the hall, his tread light as if he were trying to 
sneak up on his housemate. He released his hold. 


"Get out," he commanded, turning to retrieve cab fare from his wallet. 


"They all warned me, you know," she said, hurriedly dressing. "They all said, ‘Oh don't go off with Old Velvet- 
Cuffs, he's into some kinky shit! But no, | had to be stupid They were right, you are a son of a bitch!" 


Don turned around and grabbed her by the arms, slamming her up against the nearest wall. She screamed and 
he put his weight on her, placing one hand over her mouth. 


"Henley," Glenn called from outside the locked door. "Everything okay in there?" 
"Call a cab for my charming escort, will you?" 
"Okay, but if you two aren't out here in five minutes I'm coming in there." 


"No need, | assure you." 


She squirmed again and he pressed against her. 


"Let me give you some advice, honey. You climb in bed with the Devil, you gotta pay the price. If you're going 
to be independent, then you have to accept the consequences. Because the waters are full of sharks, and we 
never stop circling. You wear those fuck me shoes, you better be prepared to walk in them." 


He was warming to the subject - his inherent moralizing coming to the fore - but she had stilled, and the fear 
in her eyes made his stomach churn. Though that was a malady which occurred with more frequency these 
days. He nearly choked with loathing for the situation entire and stepped aside. She pushed past him and 
fumbled with the doorknob, turning the lock and running from the room. 

"Just wait outside," he heard Glenn say. "It should be here in about fifteen minutes. You want some coffee?" 
The front door slammed, and he knocked his head against the wall, softly, gently. Several times. 

"I'm my own man," Don whispered. "| do what | want." 

Glenn had no further comment on the event, he was watching a Lakers game when Don finally emerged, 
bearing another legal pad with lines scribbled and crossed-out and arrows leading back to other lines, phrases 
written in the margins. 

"Can we just -" Don began, quietly, his voice beginning to dissolve. He put a hand over his face, and Glenn stood 
up, putting an arm around him and leading him to the couch. He fetched a snifter of brandy and sat down 


beside Don, putting his feet on the table in front of them. 


"You just drink that and relax, okay? At least until half-time." 


laugh out loud when we get it right 


The name spoke to him - like Avalon, or Valhalla, or Walden, or California. It was a name on a highway sign but 


it was also a name which triggered lingual resonances within his imagination. 


Whenever he wanted to be alone - fruly alone - Don took a drive. Within his steel cocoon he could relax (as 
much as Los Angeles traffic would allow him to relax, that is) and let his mind pursue the path of a song, and 
the words would float up, and he might catch them if he was quick enough. The ribbons of concrete, the blur 


of the urban landscape, the sensation of forward motion, it lulled him into a state of unconscious apprehension. 


He grew tired of sitting still and staring at blue-lined yellow paper when the words would not come when called, 
so he would climb into the car and drive out of the city, selecting a direction One day it was East, rolling 
through the rest of the county in that direction - many smaller cities and communities, some farmland, some 
industry, a straight line pointing towards the desert beyond. But he liked the mountains bracketing the northern 
edge - Mount Baldy with a rocky cap of snow spied through the smog as he crossed the border into San 
Bernardino County. 


He played the demos and the work tapes as he drove, and hoped that with repetition epiphany would follow. But 
he was content to drive and not have to speak, not have to reassure or argue with anyone about anything. 


The IOI to the 10 and then to Highway 243, a vague notion of driving into the mountains, thinking it might cheer 
him up to achieve some elevational perspective. Then he saw the sign: San Jacinto Wilderness/Banning-ldyllwild 
Panoramic Highway. He pulled over onto the shoulder, a few other cars parked and people standing, stretching, 


looking at maps and pointing in varying directions. He let the name tumble around in his brain 


ldyllwild.it called to mind a place he had been trying to imagine for a time, a sort of refuge. He pictured it 
along the lines of Jim Thompson's infamous El Rey, the final resting place for all the bad guys, but much more 
sinister and surreal than one would expect. He thought it might also be like the Hollywood portrayed by 
Nathaniel West - tawdry and unreal, but the illusions had to be created by someone, all those people who 


journeyed West in search of their own illusions. 


He had half a tank of gas and the same desire to move forward, and upward..ever and always. The air was 


clear and the sun was high and he wondered what he might find. 


"Hello and welcome to another episode of Random Victims, l'm your host Glenn Frey." The group in the control 
room responded with appropriate applause and hummed a game show-type theme. "Today's contestant is a 
grizzled octogenarian from Linden, Texas - please welcome Donald Henley.” 


Don stood before the microphone in the vocal booth, clad in a blue bathrobe, clutching a sweating glass of gin 
and smacking his lips. 


"Mr. Henley - may | call you Don?" 

‘No you may not call me Don, dadgummit! | don't even know you!" 

His characterization sounded like some unholy offspring of Walter Huston and Mel Brooks. 

"My apologies, Mister Henley. And what is your occupation, sir?" 

'| breed and raise hamsters." 

"Hamsters, sir?" 

"Yes hamsters - are you deaf too, you shaggy idjit?" 

"There's no need for insults, sir. What do you do with the hamsters, after you raise them?" 

"Why | sell them, a'course!" 

"To pet stores and the like?" 

"No, you imbecile! | sell them to the farmers! That's farm country out there, y'know." 

"Yes I'm aware ~" 

"I sell them to the farmers to pull their tractors." 

"Excuse me, sir did you say tractors?" 

"Yes | said tractors, why doncha pull that hair back from your ears and listen to what l'm tellin’ youl” 

Glenn was having a difficult time continuing with the game as everyone around him was doubled over with 
laughter and he was about to lose it himself just from witnessing how Don could completely change his stance 
and demeanor - at that moment he really did look like an 85-year-old man from the eastern plains of Texas. 
Glenn had harbored a secret desire to act but Don could really do jf, under the right circumstances. 


‘lm sorry, sir, its just that I've never heard of a hamster pulling a tractor." 


"Well fer chrissakes boy, a'course you don't have one hamster pullin’ a durn tractor! You gotta use a whole 


herd!" 


At that point everyone finally crumpled, almost shrieking with laughter. Only Don stood unaffected beyond a 
smirk, taking a sip of his drink. The point of Random Victims was sometimes a prank, but generally attempting 
to break the composure of the other, and Glenn tended to lose when Don was determined to win. They each 
had a talent for impersonations and weird voices and that's usually how they did it - the sudden appearance of 


an odd character, catching the other off-guard. 


Like the deepest and most connected of collaborators, they were gifted at improvising with each other, 


whether they meant to or not. 


"So whatcha gonna do, Chipmunk? | ain't got all goddamn day." 


Randy looked from his cards to Glenn's scowl on the other side of the table. "Sheeyif, you ain't got nothin’ but 


time, Sportacus." 

"Cimon" 

Randy tossed three pennies onto the pot, but declined to take any more cards. 

"Awww, China Doll gotcha runnin’ boy!" 

"He ain't got shit!" Glenn exclaimed. "Chipmunk can't do nothin’ but smile, glassy-eyed motherfucker -" 
"I fold," Felder interjected, throwing in his cards. Glenn moved to pick them up as Don slapped his hand. 
"You ain't the dealer, get yo hands outta there!" 

"It don't fuckin’ matter, Guano!" 

"Are we gonna play some goddamn poker?" Randy asked rhetorically. 

"Why'd you go see if you can fly, Chipmunk? I'll even give you a good push." 

"I'd like to see either of you assholes hit that C if | did" 

"Just give me a pair of pliers, | can make it work," Glenn paused for the punchline. "On Guano, | mean" 
"Man, I'm ‘bout ready to find out if you can fly, start flappin!" 


Randy rolled his eyes and thought there was something seriously weird about a running joke involving throwing 
your bandmates out of an airplane. 


"Wait wait wait -" Glenn called, throwing up his hands and Bill stopped the playback. 

"What?!" Don exclaimed querulously. 

"Okay l'm lovin’ the Curtis thing you got goin’ on there in the first two lines, but -" 

"Mayfield?" 

"Yeah. But the next line has to set up the joke -" 

"— which is you, as usual." 

"Which is me. So | think you gotta go a little Coasters on that one." 

Don crossed his eyes, uncrossed them, and pulled at his hair. "Go on" 

"Well, not the whole line, just the first two words, like you can't fuckin’ believe someone is tapping your phone." 
"Naturally." 

"Yeah so -" 

"Any other notes there, buddy? ‘Cause I'd really like to sing this fuckin’ song already." 

"So what was stopping you the other six times?" 

Don looked at Bill. "We're already up to take seven? Really?" 

Bill nodded. "That's a ten-four. 

Glenn grinned. "Take ten-four, let's roll it! 

Don smirked. "| really hate you dickheads, in case you were wondering." 

"You think he sounds like Curtis?" Bill asked. "Cause it seems to me more Bobby ‘Blue’ Bland, you know?" 


"Billy Frank, ain't nobody talkin’ to you," Don drawled. "Hit it!" 


the sky through the stone and wood 


Author's Notes: 

As I've noted, this is a non-linear story which moves back-and-forth in time, but there are three distinct 
points which it returns to, as illustrated in this chapter: 

-The beginning of recording for Hotel California in Miami, March |716 

-The cover shoot for Eagles in Joshua Tree, March 1912 

-À period of time spent in Idyllwild which is not specified. 


"What's this, some kinda romance novel?" Glenn asked, picking up Don's copy of Zelda 
"No, it's about the wife of F. Scott Fitzgerald - the guy who wrote The Great Gatsby" 
"What'd she do?" 


"She wrote a novel too, but nobody really cared. They fucked each other up, that's the main thing. And then 


they wrote about it, both of them. | can relate, you know, the desire to chronicle your romantic disasters." 
"That always makes for a good song -" 

Don smirked. "It's a pretty sad story, actually. That book was nominated for all the big awards - | try to read 
those every year. And then | tell some chick l'm reading a book about Zelda Fitzgerald and.all of a sudden l'm 
more interesting, somehow. Makes me look sensitive." 

Glenn cracked up. "See man, that's your idea of a come-on line: ‘What are you reading, baby?" 

"You can only have so much sex - eventually you have to talk" 

"Oh no you don't! Not if you work it right 

Don shook his head. "Someday you'll find out." 

"And | can say the exact same thing!" 

"All | know is - none of these girls I've met out here are half the woman my mother is." 


"Oh | couldn't be with a girl who's like my mom, she's tough!" 


"Had to be, bringing you into the world" 


Glenn chortled. "Can't argue with that!" 


It was funny, but Don found himself a bit wistful.he wished that Glenn wasn't so dedicated to being his 


opposite, because there was something he related to, and something he wanted to know better. 


The world was swirling and echoing, the distance telescoping from the top of the hill, the sky brightening, miles 
of deep blue, as blue as their jeans and their eyes and Don turned his face to the sun, the fatigue fading by 
degrees as the intoxication rolled up from within. He looked at Glenn sitting beside him, sleepy and squinting. 


"Whozat?" he murmured, rubbing his eyes. 
"Is me," Don croaked, looking around for the water. "Do | look like a lizard yet?" 


They had joked on the drive that they might all mistake one another for animal totems, as Henry talked up the 
experience of the vision quest - embodying the spirits of the desert. They would learn the knowledge of their 


deepest selves. 


The day was still crystalline and frozen, the fire just beginning to develop into a blaze, and he watched the 
flames grow before him, seeming to devour the kindling and the air itself. The shadows were dwindling, the light 


was coming on. 
"Don," Glenn whispered, "you can still see me, right? | haven't turned into somethin’ else?" 


But he had, Don thought..Glenn looked so compelling as dawn stained the sky, and the other was acknowledging a 
fascination he knew had been growing like some weed after a hard rain: pushing through the cracks and despite 


any efforts to subdue its intrusion. 


His ulcer drove him to rise early some days, a chaser of rum to wash down a dose of Mylanta then a walk on 
the beach beyond the mansion. March was really the best month in Florida: the heat had yet to fully insinuate 
itself but the weather was unfailingly warm and sunny, and although interpersonal relationships were at an all- 
time low, Don told himself that he deserved the luxury of taking his time and being pampered..even as a low 
whisper from his brain in the cadence of Home told him he didn't deserve a goddamn thing and who did he 


think he was fooling with all of this bullshit? 


He stood in the surf and the water was warm, the wind ruffled his curls, he watched the progress of boats 
beyond the breakers and took deep lungfuls of the sea air, trying not to panic. 


"Ahoy there sailor!" 


Glenn came along bearing mugs and Don took one, sniffed the steam arising from it. 
"You didn't make this, did you?" 
"Clemencia. But not that Cafe Cubano - | told her our guts couldn't take it." 


"Thank you," Don said with a grimace, taking a sip. Another great thing about Miami: Cuban coffee had 


infiltrated the marketplace despite economic and political sanctions. 

"Man I'm sorry about last night, | didn't mean to push -" 

"Don't -" 

‘lm trying -" 

Don put a hand over Glenn's mouth, a familiar gesture. "Yes you did, you always mean to push. But | know why 
you do it, and | get it. But when | tell you to back off, that coke-addled brain of yours needs to listen | was 
ready to knock you out - and | don't wanna be thinkin that ‘bout you." 

"Why didn't we just make up last night, huh?" 

| was too angry. My back is fucked up, my stomach is torn up, and I'm tired. l'm so fucking tired, man" 


Glenn's deep-set eyes turned to him, their sorrow liquidly expressive. 


"We're the only thing we've got, you know? You and me. You're the only one who can reach into my soul and 


find all the good stuff" 

Don smirked but he felt the ache, the pull, an analogy struck him as the water flowed over his feet and then 
back out to sea. implacable as the tide, you keep me in orbit around your sun He thought about the women they 
were each toying with, and how that intensity of conquest paled when compared to the creation they achieved, 
and the desire it evoked between them. 

"Tell me something and I'll tell you something." 

"I just fold you something!" 

"You don't wanna make up then?" Don teased. 


"When | saw you standin’ out here, | wish | could have come behind like | did.up there." 


"Freezing up there right now, | bet. Still snow on the ground" 


"And us under all those blankets." Glenn paused. "I still want it," he declared, looking out at the horizon. "I always 


do. How's that for something?" 
"Right now? Right now you wanna take me down?" 
"If only | could," came the quiet reply. 


"I stood outside your door last night, for a long time," Don confessed, then he walked back to the house, slowly, 


waiting for his partner-in-crime to catch up. 


"Hide yer knickers girls, here comes Nikon Don!" 


Within the lens of the Super-8 everything looked far more surreal than he had even imagined it might - a 
roomful of noise and smoke and languid bodies, girls being teased out of their clothes and their reluctance, 
boys simply being teased in all ways. Every night a feast, every day a rumination upon regret and 
forgetfulness. He wanted to lose himself and he never could, never would. So he took on the role of witness and 


inquisitor and director..he remained above and below and apart. 


Because the Devil likes to watch. 


They sat on a boulder at the back of the property, the rented cabin only mere yards from the edge of a cliff, 
a wide canyon beyond providing a grand vista of pines and granite and distant mountains. Far below a stream 
burbled and birds sang and a hawk circled overhead in the clear sky, occasionally letting out a cry which 


echoed within the murmur of the wind. 


They were side-by-side with eyes closed, appreciating the peace, and the sun, and the reassuring presence of 


each other. 

| could sit here all day," Don said. "Can't we just tell them to forget it?" 

Glenn chuckled. "Yeah | want to, kinda. Just say we've gone fishing, for the whole year, or somethin" 
The demands of the world waited at the bottom of their idyll, jackals patiently watching the carcass. 


"You ever read Thoreau?" Don asked. 


"No, | only know what you already told me." 

| thought | lent you the book" 

"No." 

"He had this thing about killing time - he said you can't kill time without injuring eternity." 
"What does that mean?" 


"| guess, maybe..every moment is what it is, what we do with it matters in the long run. We can't just 


squander the time that we're in" 

"| don't feel like we're wasting time. | never feel that with you." 

A draft rushed up to them from the bottom of the canyon along with a burst of birdsong. Don sighed. 
"Is Telling us to stay." 

"One more day, what does it matter? It'll all still be there." 


Glenn placed his hand upon Don's sun-warmed jeans-clad thigh and Don smiled, a full genuine smile which made 


Glenn feel like he was soaring higher than the hawk above them. 


the icicles of ambivalence 


Over the years of their creative partnership, Danny had learned that Don talked to himself, no matter who 
else might be there to hear it. Whatever dialogue he proffered was largely rhetorical. 


A typical day in the orbit of genius: he had come to the house to record demos but Don had errands to run - 
dry-cleaning, grocery shopping, gift-buying - and Danny rode shotgun because he thought something might be 
accomplished for the new project. One never knew when inspiration might strike..even if it was in the middle of 
a 20-minute debate with Don's butcher about how long he should smoke his brisket. 


"I put it on last night like you said, " Don was explaining, "but | remain skeptical." 


"Mr. Henley, | value your patronage, if its not cooked to your satisfaction I'll give you another for free, 


alright?" 


Don nodded his head, taking his rightful due. "And | appreciate the way you do business, Hank, | know you're a 


man of your word." 

Returning home through mid-day gridlock, punching the buttons of the radio presets with a manic impatience, 
the driver stopped when he heard a certain breathy mournful saxophone which introduced a steady evocative 
pulse.the rhythms of an urban landscape and of the night. 

"I actually like this song," Don noted, in his usual way of distracted musing. 


"Yeah it's not bad, " Danny said, "his vocal is really nice." 


"That's Glenn for ya, Kooch, he's smooooooth. Patron saint of Adult Contemporary or whatever the hell they 


call it" 


Danny smirked then snapped his fingers. "Oh that's right - saw a commercial last night, he's gonna be on 
Letterman tonight." 


"Who, Glenn?" 
"Yeah, as the musical guest.” 
Minutes passed as they listened to the song, then Don changed the station again 


"| despise talk shows," he finally said, dismissively. Danny snuck a glance out of the corner of his eye, looking 


for a tell, but Don's expression was impassive. 


"I think it turned out all right. | used a new recipe for the marinade. Actually its an old recipe, but it's the 
first time I've tried it" 


Maren chewed slowly and thoughtfully, swallowed and took a sip of water. "Its so tender, the sauce isn't as 


peppery as the one you usually make." 


Don nodded, cutting another bite from his portion. "I think this one lets the natural flavor of the meat come 


through. So you like it?" 
‘Oh yes, it's delicious." 


But despite the endorsement her plate was half-full when she begged off, saying she needed to lie down. As 
with anyone who enjoys cooking for others, Don took an inability to finish one of his meals as a personal 
affront. He cleared the table, stored the leftovers, washed the dishes, and poured himself a shot of Patron - 
just one - while the internal debate regarding whether he should watch Glenn's appearance spooled on. He 


thought he might be angry, he thought he might be sad. 


But Don feared one particular reaction the most..and considered he was lucky that Maren retired early these 
days, leaving him the night to do with as he would. He returned to a book he had been meaning to finish, but 
after a few chapters set it down to view the daily parade of atrocities and indignities also known as CNN. At 


the commercial break he got up to pace the room, marveling at his own impatience. 
If you really wanted to talk to him, or you really wanted him to talk to you, then you would just call him, right? 


But would he? He remembered that last call, equal parts relief and mourning. The pain was too present, the 


wound too deep, the anger too overwhelming. 
The crack in his heart grew wider every year. 


After five years he was amazed that he continued to feel heartbroken. As someone who had geruinely loved 
and lost he knew that the regret lasted longer than the pain. Not a day went by that he wasn't apologizing to 
various women in his thoughts. Such as the day he and Kooch were in the car with Mike and "Sara" came on 
the radio and he exclaimed, "I'm sorry! | didn't mean to hurt youl" and not realizing he had said anything aloud 


until faced with the puzzled expressions of his colleagues. 


But when he happened to hear a song of Glenn's - an occurrence which was far more regular these days - all 


he could do was wallow in memories of that voice singing just for him. And it would Aurt 


He sat down again, putting his face in his hands, his body trembling in the wake of all which was subterranean 
within him: that thick heady lust which was far more than merely a lust for flesh and vice, it was a yearning 
for the very soul of a man who allowed the knowledge, but spurned the possession. Glenn was always just out 


of reach no matter how much he had offered That easy and open personal charisma, Don had bitterly envied 


it, wishing he could just talk fo people rather than at them. And the way he had with an audience, Don 
reminded himself when learning to be a frontman that it was just a matter of looking like you belonged there, 


and Glenn always did. 

He remembered a night in Gladys‘ backseat, Zuma IJTI - after they'd gotten back to town and were full of 
optimism and resolve for the master plan - a final consummation of what had been a cautious circling on the 
road: the way they looked into each other's eyes and talked intensely and sang to each other and the world 
was reduced to a bubble encompassing only them. Don would lie awake in their shared hotel room and listen to 


Glenn snoring and smile to himself. 


He swore he saw shooting stars that night over the shining water, but it was likely just the after-effect of 
such bliss as bestowed by the one he knew was The One. 


"This goes deep," Glenn had said to him in the desert, "it goes all the way down to where there is no you and 


me, there's only us” 


If loneliness had a sound, Don thought it might be the silence in his mind, sometimes. 


He forgot to breathe, watching Glenn sing a song he considered his song, one of his finest moments even as he 
knew that he never would have achieved it if not for the other. A high water mark of their partnership. Then 
to hear his own name pass those lips, come out of that mouth which he knew so well..the pounding of his 


heart made him wheeze and he expelled air in a gesture which was half surprise, half exasperation. 


"Yeah you sounded pretty good there, hoss," Don said dryly. "Singing my song." 
"Well they didn't want one of my songs," Glenn countered. 
"And really, why would they?" 


The breathy chortle which Glenn made was close enough to intimacy to cause Don to close his eyes, part his 


lips for a moment, grip the receiver. 


"Texas, | thought your momma raised you better than that, after all those nice things | said about youl" 


"| did like it, you singing our song. You know I've sung it too, our song." 


Though it wasn't the first song they had written together, it was the first song they considered to be a 
perfect melding of their strengths. It was their first true offspring, both the song and the album it was 


named for. 
"And you always sing it great, every time." 
"Thank you -" 


"No matter what, | want you to know, | always believed in you. And look at you, you've done it, you've shown 
everybody what a great artist you are all on your own. And that's why | sang our song, because | always 


knew." 


Though his vision blurred he could still keep talking, as long as he kept his voice level, laughing to hide the 
emotion welling up from underneath. "Your hair, though, man, who talked you into that?!" 


Laughter..a balm, a benediction A beginning. 


one more big time rock n'roll star 


Author's Notes: 
Many thanks again to everyone who has read, and commented, | appreciate it immensely. 


The title of this chapter is the title of a song written by someone mentioned in this chapter, who | believe 
wrote that particular song about Don-it's a bit meta. 


"Lear ‘em and leave ‘em," Glenn sang, "that's what they all say you do." 
Don blew a very loud raspberry from his position beside his partner. The air was fairly still otherwise..crickets 
and the sound of wind in the pines. Farther off a coyote called to its brethren, and they answered, silvery 


sounds in the waning night. 


"Wine and dine, seduction so refined, that's what they all say about you." Glenn strummed dramatic chords and 


smirked. 

"It sucks." 

"It does not suck, it could be a hit." 

"It lacks a certain ironic distance." 

"That girl had you pegged, man," Glenn said, and there was something bitter in his voice. 

"Which girl?" 

"All of ‘em, any of ‘em." 

It was the strangest thing, hearing your words echoing back to you..like a warning, or an accusal. 
"Clearly you must have someone specific to whom you are referring." 


Glenn raised his eyebrows. Don was the only guy he knew who became more articulate the angrier he was. He 


sounded like a Rhodes Scholar when he was irate, his voice colder than a Rockies peak in January. 
It wasn't really her fault, was it? | mean, these things happen. Why did you have to just -" 


"| can't deal with someone who has to love the whole world too. Would you be able to?" 


Glenn shrugged, took a pull on a can of Coors. "Yeah | guess | get it. You don't want to share. | mean, deep down 


that's really what it is, right?" 


"More or less," Don replied, and also drank, but with a grimace. "I can't believe this is all they had at the 


store." 

"Lucky they sold it to us, it's almost sunrise.” 

Don snickered. "And all we had to do was sing for it" 

"More or less..yeah okay, what does that mean for us?" 

"What do you mean?" 

"Whaddya mean ‘What do | mean? | mean, do you want to share me?" 

Don set down his can of beer and stared at Glenn. The moon provided enough light that they could see each 
other, and the room they sat in, empty save for their sleeping bags, rucksacks and guitars, a case of Coors 
and a few grocery bags. He reached into one of them and pulled out a bottle of Jack Daniels, breaking the seal 
and unscrewing the cap. He took a swig then held the bottle out to Glenn. 


"Anyone who asks someone if they want to share is not planning on sharing themselves.’ 


Glenn looked away, and it was the absence of his eyes - those soulful eyes - which pained Don the most, gave 


him a further burn on top of the one already kindled in his gut by the whisky. 
"| just wonder about.what if one of us falls in love. For real. Because they do. 
"Women tend to do that! 

"What happens when you grow up?" 

"We're not going to, didn't we already agree on that?" 

The phrase was still so formal. 

"You really hurt her. She's gonna write songs about you for years after this" 
"Because that's what we do too. Its artistic revenge. 


A sigh. Glenn shook a cigarette out of the pack on the floor nearby. Don held out his hand and Glenn passed 
him the pack. 


"No, | don't want to share you. But not in the way you think” 
Glenn slowly drew on his cigarette, and his eyes were narrowed in the flash from the coal. 


"Our relationship is between us, we don't have to answer to anyone for it. If anyone wants to enjoy the fruits 


of our labor, then they have to back off, leave us alone. That's the price. And when | need you, | need you" 
"Do | get a say in that?" Glenn asked 

"What are you talking about? Didn't | just say ~" 

"Your terms are always just that: your terms. You assume | want what you want! 


Don exhaled, then his cold sharp gaze, nearly the equal of the sky outside just beginning to turn from black to 


blue, pinned the other and his features were taunt with suspicion. 
"So you don't?" 

"| do." 

"You just said | assume. Assumption presumes doubt." 

"You're not a fucking lawyer, Henley, so quit talkin’ like one!" 


"You know. You know. You know in order to navigate this world we live in now we have to think like that, act like 


that. Because anyone could come along and take it from us. Take this, even 

"I just wonder if you love anyone at all. Even me." 

"| love my momma" 

"lm not talking about family. l'm talking about passion" 

Don took a last drag, dropping the cigarette into his half-drunk can of beer. He smiled within the smoke. 
"Isn't that why we came here? For passion?" 

"Did we? | thought we were running away." 

They couldn't focus on anything, restless and argumentative. Don had said, "Let's just drive," and it wasn't 
necessary to state the destination. Within minutes they were on their way, a quick call to Pam to let Irving 


know they were writing and not to be disturbed. As soon as they hit the freeway they grinned at each other, 


pointing Gladys in the direction of the mountains. When they were moving it was easier to feel free. But even 


their relationship had become a gilded cage. 


‘Its a prison, if you let it be," Don mused. "That old excuse of work. You can't be there for anybody else 
because you're working. When she did that to me, | didn't like it" 


Don was always at his most brutally honest in the dark. 


Earlier that day he had written: 
Mirrors on the ceiling, and pink champagne on ice 
and she said, 


"We are all just prisoners here, of our own device." 

Stevie had been talking about fame, how it was so weird to have as your only allies those people you knew at 
their best and their worst. Onstage in harmony, backstage in tense overly-polite detente. Fame oiled the way, 
made it easier to give in, but it was still a kind of hell. Even in a room full of flowers and candles and crystal 
goblets. Even with a woman desired by everyone who saw her, heard her, was bespelled by her intense 
glamour. 

"You know how | feel about you. But you're a hypocrite, man" 

Don chuckled. "Yes | am. Because | can" 

lm not like those other girls," she had said, angrily. "| am an artist, and | won't be treated this way by you or 
anybody else. | left the love of my life because my music matters, and nothing else matters. Do you think 


you're really that special?" 


By then he knew she was desperate, and his heart cracked a litle at that. The tears were building up, turning 


her husky voice even deeper. 
‘lm sorry. You're right, | don't know how to treat someone as special as you are. It's better off this way." 
And that, an honest - and diplomatic - admission, made her furious. She slammed down the phone in his ear. 


"If you're telling me that you always have to come first, | can accept that. But that means | always come first 
too," Glenn asserted, though his tone was perhaps not quite the equal of the statement. 


Don reached over and pulled Glenn to him, "You've already been seduced, you know. | have you." 
"Don't ruin this with the truth, okay? You wanted to write about illusion.so let's pretend” 
They kissed, rough and fierce, equal parts anger and lust. Their desire warred until they were on the floor, 


writhing together, having to admit this conflict resulted in a standoff, and simply giving over to the passion 


they were forever seeking: in art, in life, in love. 


